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away everything she gave you. It was painful to
watch her writhing in the throes of her own foolish love
for you. I used to love you both too. You were
young and gay, and your assurance wasn't set and
unbecoming as it is now. But I don't love you any
more. I'm not even fond of you. You set every
instinct that I have on edge. You offend my taste.
When Gilda escaped from you I tried to make her
happy and contented, quietly, without fuss.
OTTO : She could never be happy without fuss.
She revels in it.
ERNEST: Superficially, perhaps, but not really.
Not deep down in her heart.
LEO :    What do you know of her heart ?
GILDA :    Cruel little cat.
OTTO :    Shut up !
LEO : She's chosen to come back to us. She just
said so. How do you account for that ?
ERNEST: The sight of you has revived her old
idiotic infatuation for you, but only for a little. It won't
last. She knows too much now to be taken in by you
again.
GILDA :    You're wrong, Ernest.    You're wrong.
ERNEST :    Your lack of balance verges on insanity.
OTTO :    Do you know that was downright rude 1
GILDA : Why go on talking ? Talking isn't any
good. Look at me, Ernest. Look at me ! Can't you
see what's happened ?
ERNEST :    You're a mad woman again.
GILDA : Why shouldn't I be a mad woman ? I've
been sane and still for two years. You were deceived
by my dead behaviour because you wanted to be. It's
silly to go on saying to yourself that I'm different from